Notions and Adjustments by Batchelor, Mark
Lights and Shadows 
Volume 24 Lights and Shadows Volume 24 Article 32 
1980 
Notions and Adjustments 
Mark Batchelor 
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows 
 Part of the Fiction Commons 
Recommended Citation 
Batchelor, M. (1980). Notions and Adjustments. Lights and Shadows, 24 (1). Retrieved from 
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows/vol24/iss1/32 
This Prose is brought to you for free and open access by UNA Scholarly Repository. It has been accepted for 





full of misconceptions, the only thing that retained 
its original value was my shoes. Everything else 
was dull and not at all what it was supposed to be, 
but my shoes just kept on shining. 
The session finally ended and as we were 
walking out of city hall, Daddy and I forgot about 
the torn up sidewalks and the mud and, 
consequently, we got mud all over our shoes, and 
yet, it didn't bother me. As we were leaving the 
parking lot of city hall I looked back one more 
time. City hall really didn't look that big at all. It 
wasn't even as big as the Piggly Wiggly and it 
would even be smaller if the fire trucks weren't 
kept in the side of the building. 
Thirteen years later I woke up one morning and 
immediately started getting ready for an Alabama 
Supreme Court Session being held at Norton 
Auditorium on the UNA campus. I was running 
late so I grabbed the first pair of tennis shoes, but I 
found they were soaking wet. The next pair of 
tennis shoes I grabbed were saturated. Then I 
remembered the night before. I had washed them 
and they still weren't dry. The only pair of 
sneakers I had left that were dry didn't have shoe 
strings but that suited me just fine, except when I 
started walking, the shoes didn't. 
It looked as if I was going to have to wear real 
shoes if I were going to wear shoes at all that day. 
That meant my all-purpose church, wedding, 
funeral, anti-sneaker shoes. While I was lacing the 
shoes I noticed how dull the shine was but it had 
been years since I had properly taken care of my 
shoes. Then too, they didn't make shoes they 
way they used to. 
I finally started toward Norton and on the way I 
remembered when I was eight I made a trip to 
traffic court. For some reason the spring 
disappeared from my walk and my feet felt heavy. 
As I spotted Norton I was amazed at the size of the 
building and how solid it looked. When I got 
inside to the lobby it was so crowded that it 
reminded me of hundreds of wind-up toys placed 
at random. 
As I filtered my way into the auditorium itself, I 
sorely missed my sneakers and their 
maneuverability. Wearing those fancy shoes was 
like pulling a wagon behind me. 
The metallic blues and the slightly faded purples 
of Norton game me a feeling of cold, impersonal 
futurism. Hearing the steady buzz among the 
crowd, I had to keep reminding myself that this 
was going to be a court session instead of a prize 
fight. 
When court finally started the judges mumbled 
among themselves. I supposed that the "winner" 
was chosen by drawing a name from a hat. From 
where I was sitting I had a distorted look at 
distortion. When I looked down to my feet all I 
could see was black because of the shadows 
thrown that way. I felt like I was floating, as if I 
had no base, and was being pulled toward the 
stage. 
The next thing I knew I was by myself in the 
lobby of Norton. As I walked out the door of 
No�ton, the sunlight caught the corner of my shoes 




University of North Ala
bama
-- ... A T"'I A 1'./f A 
19 
